Gmtave Flaubert Letters

Why did your trip remain unpublished? Ypu are very coy.
You don't find what you do worth being described. That is a
mistake. All that issues from a master is instructive, and one
should not fear to show one's sketches and drawings. They
are still far above the reader, and so many things are brought
down to his level that the poor devil remains common. One
ought to love common people more than oneself, are they not
the real unfortunates of the world? Isn't it the people without
taste and without ideals who get bored, don't enjoy anything
and are useless? One has to allow oneself to be abused, laughed
at, and misunderstood by them, that is inevitable. But don't
abandon them, and always throw them good bread, whether or
not they prefer filth; when they are sated with dirt they will
eat the bread; but if there is none, they will eat filth in secula
seculoruwi.

I have heard you say, "I write for ten or twelve people only.'*
One says in conversation, many things which are the result of
the impression of the moment; but you are not alone in saying
that. It was the opinion of the Lundi or the thesis of that day.
I protested inwardly. The twelve persons for whom you write,
who appreciate you, are as good as you are or surpass you.
You never had any need of reading the eleven others to be
yourself. But, one writes for all the world, for all who need
to be initiated; when one is not understood, one is resigned and
recommences. When one is understood, one rejoices and con-
tinues. There lies the whole secret of our persevering labors
and of our love of art. What is art without the hearts and
minds on which one pours it? A sun which would not pro-
ject rays and would give life to no one.

After reflecting on it, isn't that your opinion? If you are
convinced of that, you will never know disgust and lassitude,
and if the present is sterile and ungrateful, if one loses all
influence, all hold on the public, even in serving it to the best of
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